


Mickey Bambrick, alumna ('80) graduating this Spring from 
Pomona College, has indicated her wish to initiate an on-going 
scholarship for second-year students at Clatsop Community Col 


lege 


Mickey arrived at CCC | January 1979. She felt that the year and 
One half that she spent at CCC gave her the confidence and direction 


that she needed to succeed in her careers. 


She received a full scholarship to Pomona College and she will 


graduate in May 1982 


The Mickey Bambrick WATEC (Waited Awhile to Enter College) 
Scholarship will consist of a cash award in the amount of tuition for 
three consecutive terms. The successful candidate must be at least 
21 years of age, male or female, in the third term (or equivalent) of 
college, with a cumulative grade point average of 3.0 or above, seek- 


ing the AA 


Weighted characteristics include marital status, 


Status, financial aid eligibility, work history and employment 


status, long-range plans and a personal statement, 


Preference will be given to single students without dependents, 
who are not currently receiving financial aid and who are working, 
and who are financially independent, Evidence of an intent to 


transfer to a four-year institution is important. 


The Financial Aid Office will announce the scholarship in March 
or early April, distribute and collect applications, and screen ap- 
plications for minimum requirements, including a photograph. 

Successful applications will be reviewed by the Scholarship Com- 
mittee, and applicants will be selected for interviews by the Com- 
mittee. Up to three candidates will be selected for final decision by 
Mickey Bambrick, to whom the finalist applications will be sent. 

The award will be announced at the Awards Assembly and a pla- 
que or certificate, provided by Mickey, given the recipient. 
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CLATSOP GRAD TO AWARD SCHOLARSHIP. 


dependent 


It's All 


SE \ 


Around.... 


On the wind my love is blowing 


across the fields 


to touch your heart; 


although to others it's not showing, 
it's in the wind while we're apart. 


My tears of sadness are with the drops 


of rain 
to sa\ 
and 


In the heavens is 
as endless as the 
the shadows in my 


y I've not forgotten you, 
we'll be together soon again. 


my love, 
sky? 
lonely heart 


are clouds that drift slowly by. 


So listen 


to the wind, 


ny love, 


and watch the falling rain; i 
for they will ease the loneliness 


and fade away the 


pain. 


Then look up at the endless sky 


while you are far 
my love is 


away, 


there to guide you 


then, now, and every day. 


Bonnie 
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The ’ prifessars in the’ acadernry 


Say, 
more vautifid than she ts,” 


and my soul whisgers, ‘O f 

you could only ygint the model 
as beautiful. as she’vally is.” 
Kahlil Gibran 


REVISED CRIMINAL 
CODE “HORRIBLE” 


The U.S. Criminal Code revision 
(S.1630) should be rejected because 
it is an extremely restrictive bill. 

As the Oregonian stated on April 8, 






“Do not make’ the model 





“The Geritol For Lunch Bunch’ 
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xTOM PAINE PRESENTS THE CASE* 


* 
* 
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FOR IMMEDIATE INDEPENDENCE 


The most telling literary blow for Independence was struck by 
Tom Paine (1737-1809) in his pamphlet, Common Sense. Paine left 
England in 1774, having failed at every trade he had tried. In 
Philadelphia he took up the pen and soon became a master of 
Patriot propaganda, Common Sense was first published in 
Philadelphia on January 15, 1776. Its simple yet electric presenta- 
tion of the evils of monarchy and the reasons for separation from 
England converted thousands to the cause of independence. 

Society in every state is a blessing, but government even in its 
best state is but a necessary evil; in its worst state an intolerable 
one; for when we suffer, or are exposed to the same miseries by a 
government which we might expect in a country without a 
government, our calamity is heightened by reflecting that we fur- 
nish the means by which we suffer. Government, like dress, is the 
badge of lost innocence; the palaces of kings are built on the ruins 
of the bowers of Paradise. For were the impulses of conscience 
clear, uniform, and irresistibly obeyed, man would need no other 
lawgiver; but that not being the case, he fins it necessary to sur- 
render up a part of his property to furnish means for the protection 
of the rest; and this he is induced to do by the same prudence which 
in every other case, advises him out of two evils to choose the least . 
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By BONNIE ROWLAND 

Some of the “‘Old Timers” here at 
the college have been kind enough to 
share their views about teaching 
here at Clatsop with our newspaper, 
We feel that these particular instruc- 
tors deserve some recognition for 
the years Wey Have spent teaching 
here at Clatsop. 

Don Scallon, our Speech Instruc- 
tor, has been at Clatsop since the 
summer of 1966. He is originally 
from New York. Don Scallon enjoys 
teaching speech. He has taught at 
four year institutions, but enjoys the 
smaller informal classes. He has 
always felt that comminication is 
very important, as it is an art. He 
feels that society is lacking in good 
communication skills. 

When taking Don’s classes you 
will always find in his teaching a 
sense of honour. It is felt that Don’s 
philsophy is—if you are having com- 
munication problems and all else 
fails “‘attend my classes.”” 

Thanks a BUNCH, Don. 


Mrs. Ellen Shannon is a teacher in 
our English department. 

Another “Old Timer"’ she has been 
teaching at Clatsop since 1965, she is 
from Illinois. Mrs. Shannon original- 


ly only wanted to teach night classes 
but found her self in a full time 
teaching position which she enjoys. 
Mrs. Shannon has been to Ireland 
several times, a country which she 
loves to visit. She is currently 
writing a book about the life of an 
obscure (soon aot lo be!) Trish poet 
named Clarence Mangan, It is felt 
that Mrs. Shannon ts an excellent 
and fair teacher and wish her the 
best of luck while writing her book. 
Thanks Mrs. Shannon. 





















Ed DuBois is one of our Science 
Maths teachers. He has been 
teaching at Clatsop since the 
Autumn of 1966. He is originally 
from the state of Oklahoma, but he 
prefers the mudslides here in 
Astoria to the tornadoes there. Ed 
was not going to stay as long as he 
has here at Clatsop; it was only go- 
ing to be for a period of nine months, 
but....Ed DuBois also prefers the 
smaller, less formal classes. It is felt 
that Ed DuBois is an excellent 
teacher and as all good Scientists do 
never commits himself fully when 
explaining current ideas or theories 
in Maths or Science. We in his class 
enjoy his statements of “we can 
assume” or “‘maybe’’, and “‘it is 
















1982, “The bill requires hundreds 
perhaps a thousand amendments to 
be in conformity with current inter- 
pretations of the constitution. 

If passed as written, (S.1630) will 
be the first step towards making the 
United States a totalitarian state. 

(S. 1630) will strip the courts of 
historical guidelines and creating a 
judicial wasteland. The new code 
will weaken the Occupational Safety 
and Health Administration. It will be 
more difficult for consumers to seek 
protection from business fraud, 
while at the same time it will 
broaden the definition of consumer 
fraud. It will severely restrict union 
activities and federal regulatory 
authority The bill will increase 
mandatory sentences fore wider 
range of crimes. It provides for pre- 
trial ‘preventive’ dention, (shades 
of totalitarianism), and will 
eliminate the exclusionary rule, 
thereby allowing increased illegal 
police activity 

The new code will broaden pro- 
secution powers, against narrowed 
definitions of obscene material 

It will also redefine the definitions 
and guidelines for compensating vic- 
tims of rape, thereby making it 
more difficult to prosecute rapists. 

It will increase the minimum 
prison terms, while making it more 
difficult to get paroled 

The revision will make it more dif- 
ficult to learn what law enforcement 
agencies are doing, both legal and 


nuclear weapons. Period. We've got 30,000. 9 the Freere 

Sie vert teas mktag & onttar 10 they a got 20,000," That's fetes ¢ Std me more infotmation about the Freee 

rosecute those persons accused of enough. ar 189 —_$00 other 
making critical Pdatements about The bottom line is survival. That's why — 
bed Ete agpe! ae pte neither country has broken any of the 14 Cave 
seditious nuclear weapons agreements they've Address 

MY SUGGESTION, TO ALL WHO signed.t To help prevent cheating, each side 
READ THIS, IS TO CONTACT watches the other with high-powered sen —— Sane op. 
YOUR Senators, urging them to op- Mail to Ss herateal Vabhingion HE 


pose S. 1620. The Senate will vote on 

the issue soon after the Easter 
recess. 

Melvyn Berens 

Social Science Instructor 

and U.S. Citizen 
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sors and satellites (ours can read a license 
plate in Moscow). Of course, the Freeze 
won't solve everything; but it would be a 
strong first Step toward a safer tomorrow. 

The Freeze is our best hope for preventing 
nuclear war And that's no accident 


Anyone can goof up—even a nuclear mis: 
sile technician, American or Russian, That's 
why nuclear war is a growing danger in 
today’s tension-ridden world 

But there is a way out of this mess. 

It's called the Freeze. With the Freeze, the 
United States and Russia would stop making 
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Are We Really 


possible that.’ Thanks Ed. 


The Good Guys? 


By Kevin James Violette 

In a time when our nation’s economy is in dire straits, it is easy to 
forget that the United States shares the Earth with a great many other 
nations, that it is in fact only a single member in a large global family. 
Nor is the U.S. the axis around which these other nations revolve; on the 
contrary, our influence and prestige have slipped in recent years. 

But why is this so? President Reagan would have us believe that the 
U.S. has lost prestige because it has been ‘‘too soft” on the Soviet Union, 
“Our nation’s security’’ is a phrase that is heard more and more fre- 
quently on Capitol Hill since Mr. Reagan took office, and one ¢.'s the 
impression, from the Reagan Rhetoric, that the world won't look up to 
us until we can speak softly and carry the biggest stick. I say this is not 
so, and that the cause for our loss of influence lies in another direction 
entirely. 

We Americans have been trained to see socialism and democracy as 
mutually exclusive terms. A country is either free or socialist, with no 
shades in between, This has fostered the image of us Americans as the 
“good guys’’ in a gigantic clash of ideologies that can end only with an 
atomic shoot-out at high noon. America has appointed itself the cham- 
pion of the oppressed, a kind of international Matt Dillon, whose prime 
mission is to make the world safe for democracy — our system ts, of 
course, the “right”’ one, 

But what about England, Australia, West Germany, Switzerland and 
France, all countries where the people seem to be free in spite of the ex- 
istence of a strong Socialist Labor Party? In short, there is a middle 
ground, and we should learn to recognize this. 

Will building a stronger military increase our nation's prestige? In a 
word, no, because the reason for our loss of prestige is simply this: we 
suffer from a lack of commitment to the tenents we profess to believe. 
We mouth platitudes about peace while selling arms to both sides in the 
Middle East. We supply military aid to the right-wing fascists in El 
Salvador simply becuase they're not “Red,."’ We chide the Soviets for 
their civil rights violations while our large corporations exploit 
peasants in Jamaica, Central America and third world countries all 
over the globe 

But perhaps the most serious mistake in our part ts the establishment 
of some kind of nuclear playground righ tin the middle of Europe. The 
Europeans are justifiably upset with us; why should we be surprised to 
see them marching in protest of the arms race? They haven't betrayed 
us; it’s we who have betrayed them. Are we really the good guys? We 
can no longer be so sure. 

The time is now to start a de-escalation of the arms race. there is no 
other last work in this kind of competition: it is a self-perpetuating cy- 
cle, 4 treadmill to the apocalypse instead of agreeing to annihilation, 
Let us try to live up to the ideals that we say we believe in; Let us... 
stand without guilt in our denunciation of war and injustice, then, and 
only then, will our nation have respect in the eyes of the world once 
more, 


Editorial... 


COMMUNICATION BREAKDOWN 
In Touch vs Out of Touch 

It is said Ignorance {s-Bliss. George Orwell, in his book 
1984, cited the concept of “Ignorance is Strength" as one of 
the fundamental premises of Bio Brothers totalitarian 
regime. The individual whose mind lacks the understanding 
of the factors influencing his or her life, is in danger of 
becoming the player in someone else's game 

Our predessors, whose young years were spent coping 
with the turmoil of the 60's were no more informed about 
what Was going on as we are today, Yet because of the far 
reaching implications of the issues confronting them, they 
were effectively able to rally support for what they believed 
in. 

It was not so important that every member of the “hippie 
culture” understood the intricicies of the issues; it was 
enough that they felt they were a part of the ongoing solu 
tion, the feeling that doors were opening, and that in the 
darkness a light could be seen 

It is this feeling that must be born again into the hearts of 
our own generation, a new awareness of our own im- 
portance, and the understanding that we all have the devine 
responsibility to communicate with one another in a direct 



























shunned by the present age. More and more we com- 
municate with one another as indirectly as possible 
Through graffiti. Through bumper stickers, lapel buttons, Wy 
shirts anything but face-to-face confrontation. When! 
speak of communication, | am not referring to the television 
industry. Or the newspaper industry. Or the radio industry 
Communication implies an exchange of ideas. The advertis- 
ing industry has nothing to do with exchange or with ideas; 
it is in fact actively opposed to both, The only exchange the 
industry is interested in is exchanging its junk for your 
money 

Communication in its ideal sense results in people really 
getting involved with their destinies, and through mutual 
understanding, people working together to make the world 
a better place. This is thexertoour happiness and the 
achievement of our ultimate potential ts. 


BOOK apo CUJO 


Stephen King, CUJO ( Viking Press) 























I'm only testing you. 


secure 





early stages. 


ly “big.” 





values. 





sometimes. 











power to thwart me 


me the attention I need. 





promises are broken. 
















































One thing I like about Stephen King’s books Is the fact that you don’t have 
to force yourself to read them — they pull you in and make you stay up all 
night reading them, just so you can find out what happens next! 

His latest novel, ‘CUJO," is no exception. It differs from his previous fic- 
tional works (all of which have been best sellers) in that is dispenses almost 
entirely with the supernatural, instead concentrating on a more familiar Dut 
no less terrifying natural phenomenon — a 200 pound Saint Bernard driven 
mad with rabies. For someone who was, like me, scared stiff by the rabies 
scene in ‘Old Yeller,’ this book should be the literary equivalent of a good 
shot of adrenaline and ice water into the ol’ ticker 

If some of the characters are not so well drawn as those in his previous 
books, King makes up for it with the kind of deft, practiced worderaft that 
makes a book a pleasure to read. It’s interesting to note how clean and con- 
cise his phrasing had become since his sometimes cumbersome first novel, 
‘Carrie.’ King has consistently improved throughout his short but prolific 
career, and this book should be no disappointment to his fans. If you've 
never read any of his books, this is a good place to start 

P.S. Any author who quotes the Grateful Dead three times in a single book 
is more than alrig 


faith in you. 


put up with it, 


Chemeketa Community College Courier 4 


$5 billion and predicted this year’s crop would almost double, 


= a “cigarettes. Both are taxed by the state. 


collections from beer and wine sales and liquor license fees. 
/ Ve sale of cigarattes in the last quarter of 1981 alone. 


millions of dollars in annual revenue from its sale. 


iy years of age would not be able to purchase th e product, 


1% ing and sales an dwould possibly boost Oregon's sagging economy. 
\ ed 
of support; other alternatives must be considered 


“These guys 
look like fools.” 
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Common Sense is published by the Associated Student Body Inc. of 
Clatsop Community College, Astoria, Oregon on a semi monthly basis. 
Opinions expressed in this news paper by its contributors are their 
own, and not necessarily those of the College Staff, Faculty or A.S.B.1 

Publishing Editor: Tracy Sund 
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Involved In Student Government. 


honest way 
Yet open, clear communication is increasingly being Get 


21 DONTS FROM YOUR CHILDREN 


1, Don’t spoil me. I know quite well that I ought not to have all I ask for — 
2, Don't be afraid to be firm with me. I prefer it. It makes me feel more 
3. Don’t let me form bad habits. I have to rely on you to detect them in the 
4. Don’t make me feel smaller than I am, It only makes me behave stupid- 
5. Don't correct me in front of people if you can help it. I’ll take much more 
notice if you talk quietly with me in private. 

6. Don't make me feel that my mistakes are sins. It upsets my sense of 

7. Don’t protect me from consequences. I need to learn the painful way 


8. Don't be too upset when I say “I hate you.” It isn’t you I hate but your 


&. Don’t take too much notice of my small ailments. Sometimes they get 




















10. Don’t nag. If you do I shall have to protect myself by appearing deaf. 
11, Don’t make rash promises. Remember that I feel badly let down when 


12. Don’t forget that I cannot explain myself as well as I should like. That is 
why I'm not always very accurate. 

13. Don’t tax my honesty too much. I’m easily frightened into telling lies. 

14. Don’t be inconsistent. That completely confuses me and makes me lose 





15. Don’t put me off when I ask questions. If you do you will find that I stop 
asking and seek my information elsewhere. 
16. Don’t tell me my fears are silly. They are terribly real and you can do 
much to reassure me if you try to understand. 

17. Don’t ever suggest that you are perfect or infallible. It gives me too 
great a shock when I discover that you are neither. 

18. Don’t ever think that it is beneath your dignity to apologize to me. An 
honest apology makes me feel surprisingly warm toward you. 
19. Don't forget I love experimenting. I couldn't get on without it, so please 






20. Don't forget how quickly | am growing up. It must be very difficult for 
you to keep pace with me, but please do try. 

1.Don't forset*that I can’t thrive without lots of understanding love, but I 
don’t need to tell you, do I? 






MARIJAUNA TAX NEEDS REFLECTION 


VSS State legislators are still trying to determine where the budget can be cut 
Pe TY et or revenue raised in order to cancel a projected $200 million deficit. 
aoe Suggestions by the legislators have included a sales tax, a surcharge in- 
~ Ny a come tax and raising the excis® tax on cigarettes and liquor. 4 
ar gh The Courier 4 would also like to make a suggestion: the legalization and 
\ taxation of commercially cultivated marijuana. 


Although the cultivation of marijuana in Oregon is illegal, the National 
Organization for the Reform of Marijuana Laws (NORML), the pro-pot lob- 
by claims the 1980 domestic marijuana crop in the United States was worth 

For some people marijuana is viewed on the same level as liquor and 


In the last fiscal year (1980-81), the state of Oregon collected a combined 
) “total of $71,400,581.83 from the net profit from the sale of distilled spirits, tax 


The state of Oregon also collected $10,913,339.00 in excise taxes from the 
Legalization and cultivation of marijuana could allow the state to collect 


“ S Beit ‘. State control of marijuana would allow the state to place the pre-packaged mes A 
aH | <<<" yroduct in state-owned liquor stores, insuring the public that those under 21 


\ i : This industry would create jobs in agriculture, merchandising, advertis- 
' 


With the state unemployment rate at approximately 11.4 percent, legaliza- 
tion and taxation of marijuana would create jobs that are desperately need- 


} x A Oregon can no longer depend on the timber industry as its primary means 




























Don't Give Up The Ship! 
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Day Care Centers 
Fill The Gap 


For the past six months I have 
been working as an assistant at a 
local day care center. My work there 
has given me some valuable insights 
into the realm of parent-child rela- 
tionships. 

I soon discovered that I really like 
children: as long as they are so- 
meone elses. Raising beautiful 
children is no easy bit, and to believe 
otherwise is a big mistake for all 
concerned. It was right around the 
time I realized this that I began to 
notice how out of touch so many 
parents are when it comes to 
understanding the complex process 
of a childs development. 

There is a growing trend towards 
parent sending their kids off to day 
care centers, and at first this really 
worried me, (It still does, but to a 
lesser degree) I am a firm believer 
in the “‘old fashioned’’ nuclear fami- 
ly as one of the keys to coping with 
our present social problems and 
declining moral values. 

However one cannot be blind to 
reality; many of todays parents are 
victims of compromising  cir- 
cumstances, leaving some with no 
wife or husband, a bad economic 
situation, and the responsibility of 
caring for small children. These kids 
are often neglected in the area of 
emotional development, and the day 
care center may provide them with 
their only access to a stable environ- 
ment. 

Whatever the reasons behind the 
gradual deterioration of the parent- 
child relationship, it is imperative 
that society and the school system 
make available special programs 
and facilities to handle the children 
of low-income-underpriviledged 
parents, This is not to say the day 
care centers cater only to the poor 
single parents, yet often it is these 
parents who must rely on such a pro- 
gram. 

By expanding the day care pro- 
gram to include parent counseling 
and self-help workshops we may see 
an increase in parent-child-school 
communication, which is sorely 
needed. It is only through this type of 
cooperative effort that we can pre- 
vent future generations from suffer- 
ing our current problems. Children 
are our greatest resource. Leave 
them unguided and unloved they will 
grow up angry, bitter and hostile 
toward themselves and those around 
them. We have enough of that 
already. ts. 
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GOING TO COLLEGE. 

Give your local Army Reserve unit a weekend a month 
and a couple of summers during college, and they'll give you 
over $12,000 for college. Up to $4,000 in college aid is yours 
just for joining most units. Plus over $2,200 for two summer 
training periods. And another $6,000 for serving a weekend 
a month plus two weeks a year. Interested? For more infor- 
mation call any of the numbers listed below. Or stop by 


ARMY RESERVE. BE ALL YOU CAN BE. 


















CALL 325-2173 
1180 MARINE DRIVE, ASTORIA 
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Budget Trouble: Our Own Fault? Qs. Qy Siioin 


As State and Federal governments 
begin to tighten their economic 
belts, and restrict the amount of 
financial aid available to counties 
and cities, it will be the responsibil) 
ty of local municipalities to take 
care of their own. By this | mean 
that we citizens at the local level can 
no longer rely on our tax dollar to ac 
tually Denefit us directly, when and 
where we need it 

In regards to State government 
aod its § involvement in local 
economic concerns, It was never in 
tended by our states founding 
fathers that monies derived from 
state taxes would be so freely spend 
on local city interests. It 6 my own 
conviction, (largely supported by 
the legislature) that our state tax 
dollars should be spent on programs 
and needs which supply for the 
general welfare of all our states 
citizens, without undo concentration 
im any one area. To make ends meet 
we cannot afford to over-specialize 
on our spending 

Ao example of city and state 
governments short sightedness is 
Clearly illustrated by the economic 


problems currently being experienc 
ed by our Community Colleges. The 
idea behind the community college 
program began as an effort to pro 
vide quality low-cost education for 
local areas, which could not afford 
University tuition, Local tax levies 
and timber revenues where to pro- 
vide the majority of funds for this 
program with the short fall being 
met by the state general fund 

However due to the states will 
ingness to give out money and local 
officials gladly willing to accept it 
there has grown a great disparity 
between the intial concept and 
prevailing practice. Now in a time of 
financial difficulty, we find the state 
forced to cut back on its financial 
assistance which local government 
has grown to rely on. 

While I disagree that our com 
munity colleges should be suddenly 
forced to stand alone, | do think it is 
neccessary that we citizens at the 
local level should shoulder a greater 





part of the burden. We must wean 
ourselves of state and federal 
assistance If we are to protect our 


future. How else can we expect to 


heal our eCOPOMIC probiems without 
breaking "e back of the state 
economy 

By foretné 100A) citizens to shoulder 
this burden W® May see a growing 
awarene § by in general 
concerning UF Tole in providing for 
the needs Of OUF immediate com 
munity Le. the entire county 

Nearly everyone would like to see 
the decentralization of state and 
federal power, 490 what better way 
than to become More financially seit 
sufficient at the local level in this 
way, apathy, Which has become 
such a negative characteristic of our 
nations people In general. can be ef 
fectively curtailed by a growingin 
terest in working together to support 
our mutual needs. 

Though 4 total economic collapse 
of state and federal government 
systems see™s remote, we would be 
far better off in the mean time, and 
more able (0 Survive should such a 
crisis occur, If We became more in 
volved with whats going on in our 
own back yard 
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Why a boyfriend should be like © girlfriend 


By CAROL LYNN MITHERS 





CRUCIFY THEM! 


By Diane Joy Poethke 

Lastnight at bo30 p.m. after working an eight hour shift, 1 cruised up the 
Broadway before going home. Along both sides of the “main drag” cars 
were parked, cram-packed, bumper to bumper. | wondered why so many 
people were not in bed asleep, at such an owl’s hour. | quickly sneaked my 
car into a parking spot just vacated by a Cadillac, driven by someone, who, 
as soon as I turned off my vehicle, crunched into another car. Suddenly the 
street was filled with vicous drunken people, screaming and frothing around 
the scene of the accident. As honey draws flies, drunks draw drunks and soon 
beer bottles were flying, and handguns were banging. I crouched down low 
in my car seat, hoping no bloodshot eyes would detect my presence. After 
two hours of watching red flashing light, ambulances and paddy wagons 
from my low profile position, I slinked my small black car away from the 
downtown area to my little cottage on the hill. 

The alcoholic rate per capita in Seaside, is now at an average of 20 percent 
wine drunks, 50 percent hard liquor gulpers and 10 percent beer sloshers. 
That leaves only 20 percent of the total population left defenseless against 
the mad antics of King Alcohol! 

In my quiet home I began to miraculously figure out a solution to stop this 
devastating problem. 

While I was visiting the Australian “bush” areas in 1969, I watched several 
alcoholic crucifixions with glee, knowing that the examples set inthe'Down 
Under’ continent impressed the Queen of England to the point of ordering 
similar public executions to be held by Great Britain and once a year in 
Greenland. There the guilty booze guzzlers not only were hanged on crosses, 
but later the corpses were rigidly hammered into the ice fields for eternity 
as a stark reminder of the consequences of drinking excessively 

I know of a group of people who abstain from past alcoholic drinking called 
Alcoholics Anonymous. The program is considered the most successful way 
to sobriety in the world. Unfortunately, the judges of our courts of law in this 
country will not force the habitual drunkard to attend these meetings. Many 
sober alcoholics from this A.A. program have been quoted saying, ‘bring 
your bodies to the meetings, and soon your minds will follow.’’ But. of 
course, this cannot work for the drunkard on the “‘stand”’ in a courtroom 
scene, because the judge will not penalize the alcoholic in away that will lead 
him to rehabilitation through constant contact with the A.A. program. 

I've heard speakers at these A.A. meetings say thal their families gave 
them no ultimatum but to join A.A, or live in the gutter. They began atten- 
ding meetings by the force of their families and fear of losing their home 
lives, suprisingly, they all were smiling and acting like the 20 percent of our 
town’s “normal citizens.” Because the law does not require this type of 
treatment for the addicted alcoholic, I see no other way of dealing with the 
problem than by capital punishment 


POSITIVELY NEGATIVE 


We drank for happiness and became unhappy 

e drank for joy and became miserable 
drank for sociability and became argumentative 
drank for sophistication and became obnoxious 
drank for friendship and made enemies 
drank for sleep and awakened without rest 
drank for strength and felt weak 

e drank for relaxation and got the shakes 
drank medicinally and acquired health problems 
drank for bravery and became afraid 
drank for confidence and became doubtful 


drank to moke conversation easier and slurred 
our speech 


drank to feel heavenly and ended up feeling 
like hell 


e drank to forget and were forever hounted 
drank for freedom and became slaves 
drank to erase problems and saw them multiply 


drank to cope with life and invited death 


A MESSAGE TO ALL OF US 





It was a coupledom that had pro- 
gressed far enough to have made the 
transition from affair to relation 
ship, yet remained new enough that 
nothing was taken for granted: We 
were still astounded by our luck in 
finding each other, still trading com 
pliments on our mutual bliss. 

“I'm so comfortable with you,” he 
said one night as we were sitting and 
talking — for the sixth time that day 

about all the reasons we were so 
good together 

“Me, too,” I answered. In fact, 1 
was 80 comfortable, it was unnerv: 
ing. Ease with a lover was a new 
sensation. | wanted to embrace it, 
but I couldn’t describe it until I ex- 
plained to him — and to myself — “I 
can talk to you like I can to a 
woman." 

Talk between women. Those ex- 
changes of confidence and informa- 
tion, those admissions of weakness 
and celebrations of strength, those 
conversations in which psyches are 
disassembled, examined and put 
back together again, and relation- 
ships are analyzed until every plot 
twist, hidden motivation and possi- 
ble outcome are well understood. 
Our talk provides us with nourish- 
ment, solace and advice; it breaks 
through our individual isolation by 
giving us {ree entrance into the most 
private parts of each others’ lives; it 
is a bond of intimacy that holds us 
together. 

But it is an intimacy that we can- 
not seem to transfer to men. When 
we're passionately in love, it’s with 
women friends that we most freely 
share our ecstasy. When an affair 
ends, it’s our women friends who pa- 
tiently sit through the tearful post- 
mortems and bitter recriminations. 

-And it's to our women friends that 
we sigh, after hours of honest and 
satisfying conversation, ‘This is so 
good... . Why can talk like this with 
you and not with men?”’ 

“Guess what I did last night?"’ my 
friend, who is a highly intelligent 
and adult woman, confessed to me 
sheepishly. ‘It was two A.M. and I 
knew I just had to hear A’s (a former 
lover, the cause of much grief) 
voice. So I called, and when he 
answered, I hung up. Am I an idiot, 
or what?” 

“You are an idiot,” I agreed. “‘And 
so am I, because I did the exact 
same thing to B a few months ago.” 

We laughed together, because 
while we knew we would not be able 
to make these same confessions to A 
and B, we could make them to each 
other. A moment of weakness didn’t 
mean that we were weak; fleeting 
stupidity was not the same as being 
stupid. We could be honest because 
we trusted each other; and A and B 
we did not. 

That trust — and the intimate talk 
it makes possible — is there because 
we know that our women friends can 
see us, flaws and all, and will love us 
just the same. It’s with them that we 
allow ourselves to be less than 
perfect, that we give ourselves per- 
mission to be real. With men, 
however, we are not quite so sure 
that our undisguised selves will be 
accepted and cherished. We strive to 
be impressive with men, to look and 
act our best, to be the women we feel 
we should be — not the women we 
are. 

“T can talk to you like I can to a 
woman.” I was surprised to 
recognize the truth of what was com- 
ing out of my mouth, But the bigger 
surprise was how immediately he 
recognized its huge implications, I 
asked what those words meant to 
him 

“What you're saying,” he said, “is 
that you trust me. That you're not 
faking or lying; that you're just be- 
ing who you are, And that means all 
this — our relationship — is real.”’ 

Talk between women has long 
been put down by men as “jabber,” 
“gossip” or “chat."’ Yet here was a 
man Who recognized the trust, in 
timacy and, above all, the realness it 
brings — not only recognized it, but 
wanted it for himself, from a woman 
he loved. That can mean just one 
thing in the ongoing struggle bet- 
ween male and female: There's still 
hope 
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Rock in Review 


By Art Gekko 
This month I'm reviewing a few things that I'm sure most of you have 
never heard of. I'm doing this for two reasons -—~ one, I genuinely like this 
music and think it worthy of your attention; two, I also like turning people on 
the new things, be they jokes, books, movies, records, what have you. It's 4 
sad fact that a lot of excellent music languishes on the shelves of the local 
record store, simply because the record buying public has never been expos- 
ed to it. New music should not be approached as a bitter pill to be swallowed, 
but as a new and exotic dish to be enjoyed. With that philosophy in mind, 
here's some yummy new ear Candy for you to enjoy 













JOE JACKSON'S JUMPIN’ JIVE (A & M) — Joe Jackson isn’t entirely an 
unknown; he’s received some FM airplay, and the single, ‘Is She Really 
Goin's Out With Him?’ from his debut album was a minor AM hit. Bat this 
new album is doing zilch there was one copy of it at Thiel's, where I 
rescued it from the bargain bin, The reason I picked this one to review is 
this; it’s not rock and roll, or even contemporary pop. It's Jumpin’ Jive! 
This collection of Jazz, Jump and Swing tunes from the 40's and early 50's 
could very well cause you to “dig your eggs on the Jersey side."’ Jackson 
sings with jubilant, nervous energy, his band is full of verve and up to the oc- 
casion — It all adds up to a swingin’ good time. One of the tunes says it best; 
“We, the Cats shall hep ya, so reap this righteous riff!" 





















BLACK UHURU — ‘RED’ (Mango) Reggae music: yeah, Reggae 
music. In case you haven't heard, gentle readers, reggae is the hottest force 
in popular music on the globe. Consider: bands like The Police, The Clash 
and Blondie have all cashed in with reggae or reggae-influenced tunes; The 
Specials, Madness and The Beat are leading a ska revival back in Not-so- 
Merry- Olde England. Even though Bob Marley is dead now, reggae is 
stronger than ever back in his homeland, Jamaica — the place where it all 
started, One of the best of the new Reggae bands in Black Uhuru, a group 
whose music clearly makes a stand against worldwide imperialism. Their 
new album is called ‘Red’, and though it's not as immediately accessible as 
their first LP, ‘Sinsemillia, ‘it’s perhaps more rewarding after repeated 
listenings. It’s not an easy listen at first; especially to the ear unaccustomed 
to the peculiarly lilting reggae beat. Lyricist Michael Rose effectively 
utilizes Jamaican patois and Rastafarian mysticism to paint startling word- 
pictures of oppression from the oppressed’s point of view. If you're not in- 
terested in the plight of the black race in Jamaica and Africa, you probably 
won't be too interested in this album. But Black Urhuru cares, and they're 
speaking out 

























YOKO ONO — ‘SEASON OF GLASS’ (Geffen Records) — This album is 
about grief, the way much of Lennon’s music was about pain. The photo on 
the cover tells the story: John's blood-spattered glasses and a half-full (half- 
empty?) glass of water, The music inside is first-rate and accessible enough 
to make me wonder why the album hasn't sold better. It's true that both AM 
and FM radio have totally ignored it as they ignored the Ono music on ‘DOu- 
ble Fantasy.’ In my opinion, Yoko Ono ts a major songwriter — although 
some of her previous works couldn't be classified as ‘‘songs."' The music on 
this album is quite affecting and, in some instances, gut-wrentching. 
Somehow Yoko manages to convey both vulnerability and resilience. 
Nothing says it better than the poem on the back cover: 

“Spring passes 

and one remembers one's innocence 

summer passes 

and one remembers one’s exuberance 

autumn passes 

and one remembers one’s reverence 

winter passes 
and one remembers one’s perseverance 
there is a season that never passes 
and that is the season of glass”’ 




























TOM VERLAINE — ‘DREAMTIME!’ (Warner Bros.) — This is an album 
of bare-boned guitar rock, with no synthezizers, strings or other frills. Tom 
Verlaine was the leader of the New Wave band ‘Television,’ a group that 
showed great promise before they unfortunately broke up. But Verlaine is 
back, and with this new album he does some great things in a jerky, hard 
rock vein. His guitar playing is excellent, and he gets a lot of fine textures 
from his axe, ranging from fluid melody, lines to harsh, guttural power 
chords. I wouldn't call this a party album, however — the emotions are sub- 
dued and generally less than ecstatic. But it's a worthy effort from an 
outstanding guitar player! 













HAPPY TRAILS! 
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Common Sense in review... 


Immediately below you will find articles and editorials reprinted 
from the 1969 Clatsop College student newspaper. They serve to il- 
lustrate the similarities between the issues of today and those of the 
preceding generation, These articles offer an insight into the real 
level of progress we have achieved as it pertains to social reforms, 


CLATSOP COURIER 


- DRAFT LOTTERY 
THE DEALER ALWAYS) 













Mixed Student Reaction To 


New Draft Lottery 


By Noreen Brownlie 

“I've taken chances on raffles, 
played bingo, entered contests 
never won a thing, But when it 
comes to the draft lottery, | pull 
third!" says Clatsop student Rod 
Sparks. “But, I'm not complaining 
its a lot fairer this way. Those kids 
in the slums whe can't afford to go to 
college have a better chance now 
Belore, they were the first to go." 

This i the general opinion of 
many of the Instructors and students 
surveyed in regards to the new draft 
lottery 

Student body president Ken Scott 
beamed, ‘I'm 136 and I think all able 
bodied men should go." 

In an unusually brief comment, in- 
structor Mel Berens said, “I like it 

it ts much fairer."” 

Vietnam veteran Larry Robinson 
signed, “No longer can the Blacks 
feels they are being discriminated 
against as far as the draft is con 
cerned. The lottery gives equal op- 
portunity for all." 

One relaxed student said he didn't 
have any worries, “I'm so exempt | 
might as well be married and have 
four children. And I think the revival 
of a lottery was a good idea." 

There were a few who dislike the 
new method and a few that didn't 
feel the war was legal in the first 
place. 

“I don’t like it,” said one perturb- 
ed youth, “it’s like playing games 
with people's lives treating peo- 
ple like bingo numbers. | just don’t 
like it. Our society teaches us the 
Golden Rule and then sets it aside in 
places like Camp Pendleton where 
men are taught to kill their fellow 
man... look where it has gotten us 





—~. wins. 





innocent Vienamese civilians 
are being murdered by American 
boys. Personally | don’t want to live 
in the same society as these 
murderers, | don't believe in war 
anyway.” 

Another student replied sullenly, 
“Why do you bother to ask my opi 
nion. Nothing I say will change what 
has already happened. Nobody 
bothered to ask me before they 
decided on this new lottery thing. 
That's the problem. They listen to 
people who are not affected by the 
draft. I want the 19 year-old vote." 

One skeptic offered this predic 
tion, “We will all like it at first 
because it is a change, it's different 
from what we had. But before long 
we'll find fault with it or become 
disgusted with the people running it 
and we'll be back in the same boat 
fighting off protesters — now they'll 
just burn the stub to their lottery 
ticket or tear it up the way they do at 
the races."" 

Other comments were brief — ‘I 
like it’ Nothing wrong with it’ 

“The wat? Nobody wrote me any 
letter yet" “I won't go” 
“Sure, I'll go”. . . “Are you going to 
print what I say?” 

And how do Clatsop’s coeds feel? 
Lorelie Helzer is relieved because 
her boyfriend is No. 350. “Still I hate 
war. Men killing other men. How far 
has our world came — as far as the 
lottery is concerned, if we have to 
draft them, this has got to be the 
fairest method,” 

And finally the last opinion is from 
a female studnet who exclaimed, 
“No matter what way you do it, you 
are paying men to kill, and I think 
that is wrong!" 
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and our willingness to get involved with whats going on... 






Is IT WORTH IT? 

















That ugly state of condition commonly called APATHY has popped up its 
big head to such an extreme here on the campus this term that student of- 
ficers are a g the question, “Is it worth the hassle to even have student 
government 

For example, our freshman class officers have been ousted because they 
never attended Student Council. Meetings only take place once a year. Has 
there been one freshman class function at all this year? The offices of presi- 
dent, vice-president and secretary are open. Any volunteers? 

The public Relations Committee ts down to one member. Everyone else 
quit. Pretty nice! 

We need a new Assistant Treasurer to fill the hole left by Mary Ann White. 
She dropped out of school at the start of Spring Term. No one has stepped for- 
ward yet. These vacancies would be appointed by Student Council if anyone 
were energetic enough to come to a meeting and volunteer his services. 

THe Journalism Staff has decided not to put out an annual because it 
would involve too much work for the two or three devoted students 

Two petitions were turned in for SB Elections, which take place tomorrow. 

A large percentage of the time, not enough voting members on Student 
Council show up to hold a meeting. 

A classic example of our apathetic student body took place two weeks ago, 
when Bill Leahy announced over the P.A. during a Student Council meeting 
that there was a motion on the floor to disband student government. He add- 
ed, if anyone had any one had any objections to come voice their opinion to 
the Council. Five students came to say they wanted student government at 
Clatsop. But they felt students didn't have enough voice in administrative 
policies. WHen asked if they would run for student offices next year and try 
and change this, the five made excuses to the effect that they were too busy 
and just didn’t have the time. 

Only five students came to stand up for student government. Everyone 
else sat in the Student Union. Evidently, they don’t care. But they do care 
enough to gripe about the way this school is run. This school and all schools 
are a direct reflection of those that make it up. Our student body can only be 
as good or bad as the efforts we, the students, put into it. And right now, it 
doesn’t look too good. 












































































I am tired. Tired of a community drunk with self-righteousness and ig- 
norance. Blind to the ills that alienate its youth and thwart its progress. 
Tired of a Board of Directors who would fire a faculty member for not atten- 
ding college sponsored events but fail to attend any themselves. Tired of a 
Board which views this college as created in their image and likeness com- 
plete with personal predjudices and shortcomings. 

I am tired of an Administration as convicted to education as a 
tumbleweed, content to roll with whatever current of gusty, warm (hot) air 
might blow it. I am tired of a faculty content to stagnate in an environment 
such as this, unwilling to sacrifice security for truth or right. I am tired of 
students who think you get an education from books. In our multi- 
dimensional world this concept is outmoded and unfortunately the students 





Those who do not learn from history, are destined to repeat It. 


‘ The Way I See It 










By BRAD EATION 










Due to certain amount of am- 
biguity on my part, my column in 
the last issue of the paper seemed to 
create a host of false ions. 
So, the purpose of this column Is to 
provide further explanation and 
amplification 

First of all, by no means was I sug- 
gesting that class attendance ts not 
important for academic success. 
Quite the contrary. It is my personal 
conviction that class attendance 
when ever possible adds im- 
measurably to the learning process. 

However, if someone else thinks 
otherwise and wishes to use another 
road to reach his academic goal, 
then he should have that right. If he 
can gain the necessary knowledge, 
and convince the instructor of that, 
then he deserves the credit. 

There are cases of which I per- 
sonally know, where students who 
have received a grade of ‘A’’ on 
both midterm and final exams, and 
receives a “C”’ for a grade due to 
“poor attendance."’ That is not only 
unjust, but just plain ridiculous. 

It is about time this and other 
policies concerning the question of 
colleges adopted a more mature 
class attendance, 

Performance in the subject area 
is, after all, the most exacting 
ertierion. 
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and many mi 


As processed foods become increasingly more prevalent in our diets, it is 
important to be aware of the alarming increase of salt in the foods we eat. 
Medical evidence clearly suggests the possible dangers of excessive salt 
consumption, therefore it is important that we learn to curb our additions 
and cut back on our salt intake. 
The following historical account describes the age old, almost hypnotic ef- 
fect salt has had on man’s development. 


Salt comes from dead, dried-up seas or living ones. It can bubble to the 
surface as brine or crop out in the form of salt licks and shallow caverns. 
Below the skin of the earth it lies in white veins, some of them thousands of 
feet deep. It can be evaporated from salt “pans,” boiled down from brine, or 
mined, as it often is today, from shafts extending half a mile down 

The history of the world according to salt is simple: animals wore paths to 
salt licks; men followed; trails became roads, and settlements grew beside 
them. When the human menu shifted from salt-rich game to cereals, more 
salt was needed to supplement the diet. But the underground deposits were 
beyond reach, and the salt sprinkled over the surface was insufficient. Scar- 
city kept the mineral precious. As civilization spread, salt became one of the 
world’s principal trading commodities. 

Salt routes crisscrossed the globe. One of the most traveled led from 
Morocco south across the Sahara to Timbuktu. Ships bearing salt from 
Egypt to Greece traversed the Mediterranean and the Aegean. Heroditus 
describes a caravan route that united the salt oases of the Libyan desert 
Venice's glittering wealth was attributable not so much to exotic spices as to 
commonplace salt, which Venetians exchanges in Constantinople for the 
spices of Asia. In 1295, when he first returned from Cathay, Marco Polo 
delighted the Doge with tales of the prodigious value of salt coins bearing the 
seal of the great Khan 

As early as the 6th century, in the sub-Sahara, Moorish merchants routine- 
ly traded salt ounce for ounce for gold. In Abyssinia, slabs of rock salt, called 
‘amoles, became coin of the realm. Each one was about ten inches long and 
two inches thick. Cakes of salt were also used as money in other areas of cen. 
tral Africa 

Not only did salt serve to flavor and preserve food, it made a good antisep 
tic, which is why the Roman word for these salubrious crystals (sal) is a first 
cousin to Salus, the goddess of health. Of all the roads that led to Rome, one 
of the busiest was the Via Salaria, the salt route, over which Roman soldiers 
marched and merchants drove oxcarts full of the precious crystals up the 
Tiber from the salt pans at Ostia. A soldier's pay — consisting in part of salt 
— came to be known as salarium argentum, from which we derive the word 
salary. A soldier's salary was cut if he ‘‘was not worth his salt,” a phrase 
that came into being because the Greeks and Romans often bought slaves 
with salt 


will be the losers. 

I feel sorry for the 99.4 percent of the A.S.B.1 that couldn’t rejoice with the 
success of a college event or suffer with its failure. 

In conclusion I can only hope that someone will work on the items of im- 
portance that we didn’t have time for or even overlooked. Clatsop College 
could be a fine place to get an education, but many changes must be made 


history acrording to salt 





ELECTRONICS 
GUILD! 


ore people must lend a hand in the work. 





—Bill Leahy Jr. 





“With all thine offerings thou shalt offer salt," says Leviticus 2:13. 
Because of its use as a preservative, salt became a token of permanence to 
the Jews of the Old Testament. Its use in Hebrew sacrifices as a meat 
purifier came to signify the eternal covenant between God and Israel. In one 
biblical case, salt symbolized a lack of fidelity. In Genesis 19: 1-29, two 
angels of the Lord command Lot, his wife and two daughters to feel the sinful 
city of Sodom without ever looking back. When Lots’ wife cast a fleeting 
glance backward (her faith was uncertain), she was immediately trans- 
formed into a ipllar of salt. A Roman religious ritual, however, in which 
grains of salt were placed on an eight-day-old babe's lips, prefigures the 
Roman Catholic baptismal ceremony in which a morsel of salt is placed in 
the mouth of the child to ensure its allegorical purification. In the Christian 
catechism, salt is still a metaphor for the grace and wisdom of Christ. When 
Matthew says, ‘Ye are the salt oif the earth,"’ he is addressing the blessed, 
the worthy sheep in the flock, not the erring goats. 

During the Middle Ages, and ancient sanctity of salt slid toward supersti- 
tion. The spilling of salt was considered ominous, a portent of doom. (in 
Leonardo Da Vinci's paintaing The Last Supper, the scowling Judas is shown 
with an overturned saltcellar in front of him). After spilling salt, the spiller 
had to cast a pinch of it over his left shoulder because the left side was 
thought to be sinister, a place where evil spirits tended to congregate. 

the social symbolism of salt was painfull evident in the medieval 
equialents of the Amy Vanderbilt Complete Book of Etiquette. As late as the 
18th century, the rank of guests at a banquet was gauged by where they sat 
in relation to an often elaborate silver saltcellar on the table. The host and 
“distinguished” guests sat at the head of the table — ‘‘above the salt.’’ Peo- 
ple who sat below the salt, farthest from the host, were of little consequence 

Salt taxes variously solidified or helped dissolve the power of govern- | <a 
ments. For centuries the French people were forced to buy all their salt from eats 
royal depots. The gabelle, or salt tax, was so high during the reign of Louis 
XVI that it became a major grievance and eventually helped ignite the 
French Revolution. As last as 1930, in protest against the high British tax on *}; 
Salt in India, Mahatma Gandhi led a mass pilgrimage of his followers to the ! 
seaside to make their own salt \ \ 

If the importance of a food to a society can be measured by the allusions to 
it in language and literature, then the significance of salt is virtually unrival- 
ed. Nearly four pages of the Oxford English Dictionary are taken up by 






Suz 


en | 
: 


Ase 
b prerreped 


references to salt, more than any other food. ‘A grain of salt’ may be a » me ~ 
recipe for skepticism But there can be no doubt about how salt has seasoned 
history ee 





Reprinted from Time Magazine 
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In which Cedric Maxwell, our great detective, lets YOU in on 
some of his most unusual and baffling cases. YOU will follow and 
solve the case right along with our great sleuth Cedric Maxwell — 
the famed Swedish detective. Ready? .. . let's Solve-The-Crime! 


By John Ragner 


Cedric Maxwell was obviously disturbed as he rolled his old, 1967 Datsun 
into the Batson driveway. Bill Batson had been a long-time friend and 
business associate — and they even liked the same football team Now, after 
all those years of friendship, Bill Batson was dead. Yet, the death of his old 
friend wasn't exactly the reason Maxwell was so perturbed. The fact was, 
since the body of his friend had been discovered somewhere around 10 
o'clock that evening, Maxwell had been forced to miss his late night “Food- 
Feast.’ A favorite ritual that he had not missed in fourteen years. 

Cedric Maxwell, you must understand, liked to eat. He spend much of his 
free time in his study, gorging himself with a variety of rich, gourmet foods. 
It was in this manner that he found most of his pleasure, and his physique 
Suffered drastically because of the fact 

Maxwell pushed open the door of his car, then got out. He stared, for a mo- 
ment, at the half dozen police officers that were gathered in front of the 
house, then waddled over to where Inspector Keene was s! nding. 

“Okay, Inspector Maxwell began, ‘‘give it to me straight.” 

Inspector Keene turned abruptly and glared at Maxwell with a pompous 
stare. The inspector was tall and sturdy, with a well-groomed mustache and 
an aristocratic nature 

“Ah, Cedric" The inspector announced. “Glad you could make it — 
although I doubt it was necessary. I think I have everthing pretty well wrap- 
ped up here." 

Cedric Maxwell folded his arms, then stared back at the inspector with his 
usual disgust 

“A moider was committed less’ dan an hour ago and you've got things 
“wrapped up."’ Mind tellin’ me how?"’ 

“Not at all, Cedric. Not at all. Actually, I solved it by pure chance — and, 

of course, a little bit of ingenuity you understand.”” 

The inspector smiled broadly. He was obviously enjoying himself. 

“You see,’’ he continued, ‘I happened to be driving down th street on 

which Batson lived, when this fellow stopped me. Said he saw a grisly 

murder committed and that he recognized who had done it. Well, I phoned 

Headquarters and had them come down here and watch the body while me 

and this fellow — ab, Mr. Hauler, I guess his name is — raced to where this 
suppesed killer lived. Well, when we got there and busted in, the guy tried to 
use that phony alibi that he'd been there the whole time watching TV, But 

* when we searched thé placé we found a 38 Special in one of the desk drawers. 
I think, when you examine the body, you'll discover that Batson was killed 

with a 38 Special.”” 

When the inspector had finished, Maxwell walked over to the body of his 
old friend — which was sprawled, face down, across the ground. Maxwell 
stared solemnly down at him, perhaps in remembrance, then reached down 
and rolled him over. His chest was splattered with blood. After a brief ex- 
amination, Maxwell looked up and nodded 

“You're right."’ Maxwell admitted, ‘the was killed with a 38 Special . . . 
right through da heart.”” 

“Of course, Cedric” the inspector said “I’ve already told you I've got this 
case locked up. I guess you'd say this one goes in the Keene column.” 

He smiled arrogantly, obviously thrilled that, at long last, he had cracked 
a case before the great Swedish detective had even arrived on the scene, 

“Maybe you're right, maybe not.’’ Maxwell stated matter-of-factly. “First 
I want to talk to da suspect — then this Mr. Hauler of yours, Where are 
they?” 

“In the house. Chief Reeson and a few of his police deputies are with him 
now, trying to persuade him to make a confession. However, I suspect the 
poor boy is being terribly stubborn about the whole thing.” 

The two men approached the front door — then, before entering, Maxwell 
turned toward the inspector and asked quizically, : 

“By da way, no one's touched da body have they?”” 

“Only you. I left strict orders with the Police not to lay even a finger on 
poor Batson until I came back with the suspect. And, of course, I just barely 
got out of my car when you showed up. No, no one’s touched the body.”’ 

Inside the house, maxwell’s keen eye observed the entire surroundings. 
Batson's home was neat — spotless. Several priceless European oil pain- 
tings were arranged, methodically, about the room. One such painting hung 
just above the living room couch, where Chief Reeson and the suspect were 
seated 

Chief Reeson, upon seeing Cedric, glanced up from his seat with a sigh of 
relief. 

“I'm sure glad you're here,'' Reeson began. ‘Maybe you can break 
through that fool-proof alibi of his."’ 

Maxwell studied the suspect with shrewd eyes, and immediately recogniz- 
ed him as Martin Collingsworth, a small time burglar. They had crossed 
paths several times before, and always Maxwell had been able to find the 
missing link, that certain flaw in his story, after which, Batson’s job as a pro- 
secuting attorney was simple, and he had never failed to win a case against 
Collingsworth. Perhaps this murder, thought Maxwell, was a matter of 
revenge? 

“Well, Collingsworth, 
some more trouble, eh? 

“You've got to believe me."’ Collingsworth pleaded. “I never killed 'im 
Yea, sure I done lots of bad things before — but never murder! 

“T'll decide dat. Now, why don’t ya try tellin’ me whats you was doin’ 
around 10 o'clock tonight?"" 

“Nothin’, I tell ya — I was doin’ nothin’. If I'd a killed ,em you'd expect me 
to have an alibi, wouldn't cha? Well I don't! All I was doin’ since around 8 
o'clock was watch TV! 

Maxwell observed Collingsworth with a look of disgust and scrutiny, then 
turned his attention to the man known as Mr. Hauler 

“You says you saw him do it, huh? Tell me about it."’ 

“Sure. I was just coming home from my nightly jog — trying to lose some 
weight, you understand.” Hauler laughed as he patted his fat belly. “I was 
just passing Batson’s place when I overheard Batson and Collingsworth 
arguing out in front of the house. Well, I figured it was none of my business, 
so I decided to keep on jogging I hadn't jogged more than a block when I 
heard this loud gunshot. I turned around and raced back to the Batson house, 
just in time to see someone dart down the next block. It was then I spotted 
Batson, lying there on the ground, his chest covered with blood. 1 just stood 
there for a few seconds, shocked, until I heard a car coming down the street 
I didn’t know exactly what to do, so I ran out and stopped the car. It just hap: 
pened to be that it was Inspector Keene, so | told him what happened, and he 
handled it from there. It’s as simple as that.” 

“Simple as dat, huh?’’ Maxwell frowned, as he turned to face Keene 
“Looks to me likes you blew another one Inspector.” 

Inspector Keene's arrogant grin faded, and his jaw dropped. 

“What are you talking about, Cedric!" Keene questioned 

“T'm talkin’ about our moiderer. It’s not Collingsworth it's ya good 
friend, Mr. Hauler!" 
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Whats To Do Around Here? 


Astoria and the surrounding area traditionally have been the mecca of 
culture in the @reat Northwest, and little has changed in recent times to 
diminish that reputation 

While some students, new to the area and conditioned to “entertainment” 
as it existed in their place of origin, may look down their poses at what Clat- 
sop County has to offer, one need only look around to realide the great poten- 
tial for excitement and adventure right in our own backyard! 

A case in potnt involves a student from Minneapolis, He stopped me on the 
street outside the library and began to complain that nowhere in town could 
he find a decent amusement park, or even an indecent one, This lad needed 
to be told that a ride on the roller coaster pales next to a spin down ath Street 
on an icy morning (the Astoria Clinic is conveniently located near the foot of 
the hill 

This same Midwestern sugarplum would be hard-pressed indeed to locate 
any funhouse half as hilarious and electrifying as the Mini-Mart at three 
a.m, on any Sunday. And if it's bumper-car excitement the jaded 
matriculator seeks, a death-defying circuit around the Safeway parking lot 
will sate even the hardest to please (of frighten) 

These are, of course, pleasures for the hale and hearty in our midst; were 
this all the student could find to while away those extra-curricular hours, one 
might build a ¢*se for Clatsop boredom, but such fs not the case! 

Let's start with that most famous of Astoria attractions, the mighty 
Astor Column Thousands of visitors view this phallic wonder annually, yet 
few avail themselves of the more exotic possibilities of this attraction. In 
olden days, before exorbitant insurance rates caused local sponsors to 
withdraw, the Astor Column Fruit Drop attracted hundreds of perky con- 
testants, Begun in 1911 by Cyrus Kiirkonnen, famous Finnish Sauna Inspec- 
tor, the Fruit Drop involved two teams, the Yerns and the Blockheads., Half 
of each six-member team would climb the steps of the column and carefully 
throw donw various pieces of fruit. The other half of the team, usually 
women, then attempted to catch the plummeting plunder, sometime with 
humorous results, Legend has it that one year a Mr. Arnaal Bjorkonnuska 
tried to kill two birds with one stone by dropping a massive Knappa 
watermelon to his trusting wife Anna, waiting below with open arms. Arnaal 
won the toss, but lost the Mrs. It is recorded, though, that Anna died with her 
rind on. 

Anyway, in recent years the more daring and romantic students of CCC 
have managed to revive the charming ritual. 

For those who shun competitive pastimes, however, the area offers other, 
more sedate activities. The annual Youngs Bay Mud Regatta does more than 
provide an exhilarating afternoon of sport; included in its activities are the 
Wading Suit Competition and the amorous Pile Dodge Derby, These events 
begin promptly with the first low tide after the new moon following the year- 
ly garbonzo bean harvest, and end with the first high tide after that, if 
everyone's alert enough - 

Don't want to get a bit muddy? Understandable in these days of the 75 
cents washing machine, I should say. Fret not, however; more passive fun is 
readily available, Take, for instance, the timeless Looper. For those who've 
never had the thrill, a looper is a circuit made around the Walluski area in a 
powerful automobile crammed with senseless idiots so drunk and stoned 
they often believe they are in the outskirts of Philadelphia. The object of the 
looper is to see how many chickens, cows, and small children can be mowed 
down in the shortest possible time. The locals have made this a science, 
however, and the newcomer will need to practice long and hard to match 
record set on January 1, 1969, of 89 chickens, 9 cows, and 4 children. Edward 
(Buzz) Yohoinen, holder of that record, also reported leveling a creature 
unknown to his experience (this critter has since been identified as a 
Bigfoot). The residents of Walluski often try to award some contestants with 
a gala buckshot party (come as you are) 

No wheels? That's all right, too. There's always the Carbon Monoxide 
Marathon, Held in the parking lot of the Public Market (on Commercial near 
16th), this event separates the men from the formerly living. Long a gather- 
ing place for Astoria’s mobile generation, the lot often fills up completely 
with hot rods, four-wheelers, and daddy's Buicks. Alternately revving and 
rumbling, the daring charioteers make carefully-timed runs around a scien- 
tifically selected course, running from the infamous Custard King to the 
Police Station, one block away, where they slow down and try to backfire, 
and back again to the lot to compare notes and sniff some more Carbon 
Mono. 

One need not be a driver, or even a passenger, to enjoy the aroma and in- 
trigue of this event. Good seats are always available along the route and in- 
side the vehicles of those drivers who have somehow advanced to another 
favorite pastime, Advanced Lovelocking 

Yes, the compulsive writer could spend several pages describing all the 
fun things to do here in town, but if you've read this far you'll read anything, 
so here are just a few more: 

*Hotel Hopping: best performed at night. Involves climbing John Jacob 
Astor Hotel fire escape and pretending to be Mighty Joe Young or Fay Wray, 
depending on the moon. 

* PIGing out: entertaining but taxing. To PIG out, one goes to the always- 
open Pig & Pancake restaurant, sits down, and drinks coffee until he is 
thrown/carried out. Cheap thrill for 35 cents. Beware of slippery floors in 
rest rooms. 

*Milling around: thrilling. Go to the Plywood Mill for this one, and hitch a 
ride on one of the many interesting slides, chutes, and conveyor belts which 
deliver wood chips to the incinerators. Free, fun, and fiery entertainment! 

* Sailor Baiting. excitement with an international flavor! Travel down the 
stellar Marine Drive to the docks of the Port of Astoria, where the world 
turns (and the stomach with it). Select any of the numerous sailors you'll 
find there and criticize the foreign policy of his country. Continue until you 
have enraged him. Don’t forget to use words like “lackey” and “third-rate.” 
Extra points if you create an international incident 

* Steamers: good, clean fun. If all the above activities leave you a bit grit- 
ty and in need of cosmic relief, just head for the nearest Steam Baths 
(there’s only one) and check into your own private room. The steam’s great, 
but the most fun is trying to guess what the couple in the next room is doing. 

* Cruisin’ for Burgers: all-American and occasionally worth the trouble. 
Sometimes enjoyed in conjunction with the Carbon Monoxide Marathon, 
Cruisin’ for Burgers requires but three items: a car, a woman (can be im- 
aginary) and a lot of time. Through a variety of largely improvisational 
gestures and remarks, young men attempt to convince one or more young 
women that their time would be better spent squirming and grunting at any 
one of the popular “‘teen heavens” which dot the area. The one major risk in 
this game is taht the woman in question just might go for it 

Well, this could go on forever. But now you must realize that while it’s not 
exactly a New York or Paris, Astoria does offer quite a bit more than our 

erstwhile jaded student from Minneapolis might think. This admittedly in- 

complete list should serve as a sampler of the numerous things one can do in 
this area, even on a Tuesday 

In fact, one might well wonder, on first arriving in this Utopia, why word 
has not spread far and wide about the fantastic recreational and cutlural 
melange we live in. Surely, one would think, Niagara Falls and Disneyland 
would close their doors when the news reached the horsie set of this fun-filled 
playland 

But no. 

We know a good thing, don’t we? 

1977 by John F. Crowley copyright 
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Of Peace: 


Hollanditis 
spreads through Europe. 
by Jim Forest 
and Peter Herby 
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In recent months the Iranian Crisi» has been put on the back burner by the 
news media, in favor of the E) Salvasorian Conflict 


Many 19 and 20 year olds foryaw @e 


in khaki fatigues fighting it oul in the deserts of the Middle East. But now it 
seems we may be wearing camo green in the jungles of Central America 

‘The sudden change in press reporting priorities may be attributed to the 
growing fear that the strife in Central America is potentially dangerous to 


our immediate security 


Not since the Mexican-American War has the U.S. been openly involved in 


a military struggle in the New World. 


back yard Is indeed cause for great concern. 

The following reprinted article dealing with the turmoil in Central 
America, is refreshingly devoid of political commentary, right or left. In- 
stead it describes the gut reactions of a reporter faced with the grim reality 


of combat. 
This story makes painfully clear the 


for us to fully understand our nation’s involvement in a conflict fastly ap- 


proaching another Vietnam. 


The Hunters 


A bloody surprise on the mountain for attacking troops 


Observed firsthand by TIME 
Photographer Harry Mattison, the 
only journalist permitted to ac- 
company the Salvadoran troops for 
three days during the fiercest com- 
bat. Mattison’s account begins as he 
boards a helicopter gunship 

The sun is already beginning to 
slant low as we head toward the 
volcano. Smoke trails in long plumes 
from a dozen places on the moun- 
tainside. We come in over a cluster 
of bombed-out buildings, low enough 
to see through the gaps in the crush- 
ed orange tile roofs. The first cracks 
of ground fire come up at us, and the 
door gunners rear from their seats 
in their harnesses on either side of 
the chopper and shoot back. The ship 
reverberates with the sound of alter- 
nating bursts of fire, left and right. 

We seem to be floating, going 
slower and slower, wheeling around 
these buildings. No one is visible on 
the ground. The ship yaws and 
weaves in and out through the 
smoke. The left gunner's weapon 
jams. He stares stunned and confus- 
ed at his weapon as the second gun- 
ner erupts into obscenities. Now all 
the crew is shouting, and the pilot 
angrily drops the helicopter closer to 
the target and orders the second 
gunner to take all the ammunition. 
We are completely exposed on one 
side of the craft, but the pilot wants 
to fire until the last bullet, and so we 
circle around the firing zone over 
and over again, corkscrewing to 
favor our “good side."’ The last am- 
mo finally runs through the gun only 
when the light has gone and the sun 
is sitting pale on the slope of the 
volcano. 

We angle off the slopes at treetop 
level. When we are almost on a ridge 
line, an entire column of army 
troops appears, dark figures moving 
like bearers through the high, wav- 
ing grass. They fan out around the 
ship and fire continuously back at 
the tree line. More men come runn- 
ing with bodies slung over their 
shoulders, dropping them hurriedly 
at the chopper door and darting 
away. There is something imploring 
in all the eyes that I can see. Nobody 
wants to touch the bodies. The dean 
men’s shirts are off and at first I 
think they are guerillas until I see 
the army boots. The soldiers are 
very young. Most of them seem to 
have been hit in the head 

While we are still hovering inches 
off the ground, bodies are heaved on- 
to the chopper floor and stacked on 
top of each other, the wounded sit- 
ting or lying against the dead. A 
sergeant yanks off two unwounded 
soldiers who have managed to jum 
pon and desperately grab the door 
As we move forward heavily, as if 
drugged by the new weight, one of 
the gunners pushes off another 
stowaway. He sprawls on the ground 
a yard beneath us. The one in 
terloper who did make it into the 
craft does not talk. He sits in the 
doorway, legs swinging in the rush 

of air, staring at the volcano, where 
the sun has set, leaving a ribbon of 
red across the sky. Nobody says 
anything on the way back 

When we land, one of the wounded 
tries to disentangle himself from the 
limbs of the dead. A soldier in 
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Are Hunted 


regular uniform starts throwing 
gear onto the ground, then the dead 
The corpses are arranged around 
the gunship, one here, one over 
there, one face up, another face 
down. A medic leads the stowaway 
off. The crew still stands by the 
craft, but no one wishes to move or 
speak, It is a moment of shock and 
disgrace. I squeeze the pilot's 
shoulder. ‘You see," he says, ‘here 
there really is a war going on.’" 

The teams of guerrillas come from 
the base of the volcano, slipping 
through the army lines in teh 
darkness to attack small outposts. 
They dress themselves up in army 
uniforms to greet a returning patrol 
or a lone watchman. Earlier they 
killed two guards near the gate of 
the hostpial that is also used as a 
temporary barracks in Suchitoto, a 
once prosperous town five miles 
from the foot of the volcano. 

Tonight an army doctor has called 
ina civilian force to protect us. The 
heads of the men have been shaved 
and their ears seems too big under 
their caps. Their uniforms look too 
small or too big and they have basset 
hound eyes from a lifetime of taking 
orders. But they stay up all night so 
the regular troops can sleep on the 
cold tiles of the town square. 

The guerrillas keep up their pro- 
bes all night long. The heavy firing 
was no more than four blocks away 
from the hospital. A student nurse’s 
eyes are wet when she talks about 
how frightened she becomes. Most of 
the beds in the hospital have no mat- 
tresses. The toilets are outside. In 
the kitchen, blackened by smoke, a 
cracked plastic plate with an 
“Alliance for Progress”’ logo lies on 
a shelf among mouse droppings and 
rotting grains of rice. On the wall of 
a nearby building, huge white letters 
shoult: DEATH TO RED PRIESTS. 
On other walls are the red and white 
graffiti of the guerrillas 

The call comes in on the radio of a 
command post on Guazapa. A 
wounded officer is at the village of 
Palo Grane, The chopper pilots 
discuss strategy with the com- 
manding colonel over the luncheon 
table. Can they get a small chopper 
in to pick him up? No way, say the 
pilots, the area is too hot. One pilot 
took eleven holes through the floor 
on the last pass. They decide to send 
in two gunships 

We scramble to the helicopter and 
angle out low and fast while the door 
gunners begin checking the feed of 
the cartridge belts into the breeches 
of their weapons. Suddenly the guer. 
rilla's fire shakes the aircraft 
violently. The door gunners respond 
with bursts of pinkish red tracers 
that hit the ground like sparklers. 
Even at 1,000 ft., the ground looks 
too close. The firing from the ground 
gets lighter and we come in low, 
blurring at treetop level for nearly 
half a mile, The bloosom of a purple 
smoke grenade opens beneath us 
Four figures run toward us carrying 
a man. Before the wounded and un 
conscious officer is even inside, we 
are taking off again. The soldier who 
brought the officer on board sits 
beside him and holds his hand dur 
ing the ride back 
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The Central Committee for Cons- 
cientious Objectors, the nation’s 
largest draft and military counsel- 
ing agency, has filed a complaint 
with the Department of Defense 
regarding the military's use of the 
Delayed Entry Program in High 
Schools. The Delayed Entry Pro- 
gram is the primary recruiting ap- 
proach used by the military and ac- 
counts for more than 60 percent of 
all military enlistments. Under the 
DEP, students enlist in the military 
reserves while still seniors in high 
school and are then given up to one 
year of delay before being sent to 
basic training. 

CCCO charges that the DEP is fun- 
damentally unfair to high school 
students in two important respects. 
First, the military uses DEP 
recruits to recruit other high school 
students and gives them a promotion 
if they recruit two students who later 
graduate. These amateur DEP 
recruiters are given no instruction in 
fair approaches to recruiting ‘their 
classmates. Nor are they required to 
7eveal that they will recewewbenus 
for convincing other students to join 
the military. 

The result is a “plainclothes’”’ 
recruiting force — composed of 
students who are pressured by 
recruiters to recruit their 
classmates — in virtually every high 
school, CCCO learns of students who 
recruit their boyfriends or 
girlfriends and then break up soon 
after they are enlisted, of students 
who totally misrepresent conditions 
in the military in order to get their 
classmates to enlist, and, in at least 
one case, of students who recruit 
their own reluctant brothers in order 
to earn their bonuses. 

Second, the DEP is used by 
recruiters to enlist students im- 
mediately when in fact there is little 
or no advantage in doing so. 
Recruiters argue that unless 
students sign up immediately the 
enlistment options they want will be 
filled up. However, while some 
enlistment options fill up as the 
school year progresses, others open 
up. The student who waits till com- 
pletion of the school year before 
seeking entry to the military may 
well be able to score higher on the 
military enlistment tests and thus 
have a greater range of enlistment 
options. 

Just as significantly, rush deci- 
sions early in the school year often 
leave students locked into military 
career plans which have little or no 
relation to their post-graduation 
plans by the end of the school term 
Thus, CCCO hears from students 
who, for example, signed into the 
DEP for guaranteed nursing train- 
ing and then decided three or four 
months later that they really wanted 
to go to college or to be engaged and 
remain with their fiance. 

In the complaint filed with the 
Department of Defense, CCCO calls 
for the military to review their cur- 
rent DEP policy with an eye to 
developing regulations that would 
require recruiters to warn potential 
DEP recruits that enlisting im- 
mediately may not always be in 
their best interests. CCCO ‘also sug- 
gested that regulations should re- 
quire recruiters to instruct DEP 
recruits in fair recruiting practices 
before setting them loose on their 
classmates. In the event the military 
fails to review their present DEP 
policy, CCCO will seek relief with a 
further complaint to the Federal 
Trade Commission 

Each year CCCO hears from hun 
dreds of students who have entered 
the DEP program and realize later 
that they have made a mistake 
Students who wish to get out of the 
DEP often do have a Way out if they 
get in touch with the COCO counselor 
nearest to them. They can write to 
CCCO at 2208 South Street 
Philadelphia, PA 19146, for the name 
ee volunteer counselor nearest to 
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THE FIRST EARTH BATTALION 


When Lieutenant Colonel Jim Channon agreed to investigate California’s 
human-potential movement for an Army think tank project in 1978, he did so 
with extraordinary zeal. Channon, an Army futurist then stationed in Los 
Angeles, visited more than 130 human-potential groups, including est, In- 
sight, and a host of others ranging in focus from the philosophical to the 
practical, Many seminars later, Channon concluded that holistic attempts to 
integrate mind, body, and spirit constitute the wave of the future. He also 
decided that the human-potential movement is something the Army should 
be concerned with. 

His solution was the First Earth Battalion — a mythical command unit 
that he designed as a model for the Army in the 1990s — whose purpose, ac- 
cording to Channon, would be to find alternatives to current modes of war- 
fare and to the Army’s attitudes about individual soldiers. 

Such concerns as planetary peace, global interdependence, ethical war- 
fare, and ecology predominate in battalion literature. Concepts are drawn 
heavily from Eastern philosophies and metaphysical disciplines. Battalion 
members would be required to have strong spiritual and philosophical com- 
mitments. 

What Channon proposes, among other ideas, is a kind of ‘‘strategic 
microforce.’’ Such New Age soldiers would be highly evolved in every sense: 
They would possess superior intelligence, rational decision-making ability 
under life-and-death pressure, an affinity for languages, and an understan- 
ding of sign language. They would be well aware of the power of visual sym- 
bols, music, and movement, especially choreography. They would be able to 
put thema|ves in relaxed-brain-wave-states. 

Channon's soldiers would be highly versatile, boasting such technical 
skills as parachuting, scuba diving, and the ability to disarm nuclear 
devices. They would also be trained in aikido and other martial arts, medita- 
tion, yoga, and fasting. Proficiency in hypnotherapy, psychic communica- 
tion, and “‘systematized intuition,” including dowsing and American Indian 
tracking tachniques, would combine with knowledge of acupressure and her- 
bal medicine. ‘‘A profound respect for other people’s value systems” would 
be esrential, Channon says, since soldiers would be of both sexes and of 
various religious or spiritual systems and races. Ultimately the battalion 
would be international as well. 

Their assignment to handle the most “‘destabilizing”’ situations, including 
countering nuclear terrorism, providing protection within, or safe travel out 
of strife-torn countries, and preceding United Nations peacekeeping forces. 
Channon envisions, for example, a team of 15 to 30 battalion members 
parachuting into a Mideast hot spot and standing between two armies to 
avert a potential clash. The battalion could inaugurate a space patrol that 
would search out concealed war devices, supervise the Suez Canal, and 
oversee emerging psychic research in the United States and the USSR. Bat- 
talion members, not necessarily those in the strike force, would handle 
reforesting projects and promote respect for Mother Earth. 

Whether the First Earth Battalion will ever become a reality is uncertain 
Channon’s project has no official sanction or status, and, although the Army 
does not condemn it, the battallion is not openly advocated. ‘‘We really don’t 
know that much about it,” one Army spokesman admitted. But Channon 
claims he has some 500 member officers in an informal First Earth informa- 
tion network, which filters battalion concepts into the bureaucracy through 
memoranda and other standard channels. A nonprofit First Earh Battalion 
Foundation, in New Mexico, produces copies of Channon’s ‘‘soft tactics 
manual,"’ which describes First Earth concepts, an accompanying hour- 
long videotape, T-shirt logos, and other materials. 

The ideas may or may not be taken seriously. “Some people think the 
First Earth is a great idea, and some think it's terrible,” says Tom Kelly, 
deputy director of the Delta Force, a think tank at the War College, in 
Virginia. “It's hard to get a concensus,"’ 

But Channon and his supporters are optimistic. “If the Army doesn’t have 
a policy that contains hope by the 1990s, (it will) be booed out of the coun- 
try,"’ he sayd, Channon believes the battalion could become a viable unit in 
five years or less as pressures to counter terrorism mount and as human- 
potential consciousness becomes more widespread. 

Literal acceptance of First Earh concepts is not necessarily a final goal. 
“The ideas that can be tested and validated will be adopted,"’ Kelly says. 
“The Army should look at the soldier in a holistic way.”’ A retired officer, 
Colonel Mike Malone, agrees. ‘The First Earth Battalion makes the Army 
look at itself ten years from now."’ Any recruils? — MICHELLE BEKEY 

Reprinted from OM 


travel to exotic, 
distant lands; meet 
exciting, unusual 
people and kill them. 
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Down 
or ERA 


The Equal Rights Amendment 
hits the home stretch. 
by Dana Mills Powell 


lice Paul, author of the 

Equal Rights Amend 

ment (ERA), died in 1977 

at age 92. The same year, 

the state assembly of 

Nevada rejected the 
amendment although almost half of 
those who voted against it had run on 
pro-ERA platforms. Such is a taste of 
the long struggle Paul and many like 
her witnessed in their lifetimes in 
efforts to achieve equal rights for 
women 

That struggle is coming to an end this 
year, as the deadline for ratification, 
June 30, 1982, draws closer, The 
amendment must have approval from 
three more states to put the tally over 
the three-fourths needed to make it part 
of the Constitution 

As it was written in 1923 and as it 
appears today, the ERA would set a 
national policy for the elimination of 
discrimination based on sex under the 
law. It would make simple and clear 
what state laws and court cases have 
continued to make unclear: that women 
are full persons under the law and 
therefore hold the same rights as men 
Most importantly, it would guarantee 
that those rights would not be repealed 
by any federal or state legislature, 
which is a particularly relevant conse 
quence since conservative policy-mak- 
ers are currently proposing to do just 
that under federal “deregulation” 
schemes. 

The ERA is often perceived as an 
issue solely for white, middle- to upper- 
class working and professional women 
But securing rights for women in the 
work force and in the social security 
system will be important for poor, 
minority, and elderly women who must 
deal daily with unjust systems. Women 
who are full-time homemakers will also 
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ederal legislation, such as 

the Equal Pay Act and Title 

VII of the Civil Rights Act of 

1964, does not adequately 

address these injustices. The 

Equal Pay Act prohibits sex 

discrimination in wages and fringe 

benefits, but guarantees equal pay only 

een jobs of equal skill, responsi 

and effort. Therefore, it is not 

ad enough to cover many types of job 
discrimination 

Title VIL, which prohibits diserimina- 
based on sex in wages, hiring 
pract and other conditions of em 
ployment, is broader than the Equal 
Pay Act, but federal courts have 
disagreed on its application. Neither of 
these two pieces of legislation covers 
employees of elected officials or of the 
U.S. Congress. The ERA would close 
loopholes in existing legislation and 
would require a stricter standard of 
review for sex discrimination suits 

In many ways, ratification of the ERA 
will help full-time homemakers more 
than any other group of women. The 
ERA will secure legal and economic 
rights of homemakers and guarantee 
that marriage be viewed by the courts as 
a “partnership” between husband and 
wife, rather than as an arrangement in 
which the wife is a “dependent” or the 
property of her husband 

The concept of wife as property dates 
back to the English common-law sys- 
tem, Many women could not own land in 
their own name, serve on juries, vote, or 
be in certain public places. Many of our 
tax and divorce laws, insurance and 
pension plans, as well as labor laws and 
the so security system, are based on 
these outdated notions. 

The A will require that marriage 
laws be based on functions performed 
by spouses within the family rather than 
on gender, leaving couples free to 
allocate responsibilities according to 
their own preferences and capabilities. 
This requirement acknowledges that 
marriage is an economic as well as social 
and emotional partnership, with each 
spouse making an important contribu- 
tion to the family. Protection for the 
homemaker is spelled out in the Senate 
ERA report: “Where one spouse is the 
primary wage earner and the other runs 
the home, the wage earner would havea 
duty to support the spouse who stays at 
home in compensation for the per- 
formance of her or his duties.” 

“The ERA is being kept from ratifica- 
tion by only a handful of legislators,” a 
spokesperson from the National Organ- 
ization for Women (NOW) pointed out. 
In both North Carolina and Florida. the 
amendment has come within two votes 
of ratification, in 1977 and 1979 
respectively. The count in Illinois came 
within five votes, which represented a 
simple majority, but not the three-fifths 
needed in that state for approval 
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“I'm from the IRS. I'm afraid we've misused all your tax money 
Could we have some more? 


Support for the ERA has never been 


higher among the general public 
According to recent polls, two out of 
three people favor its passage. Eighty 
eight per cent of those polled, after 
reading the text of the amendment, 
approve of it 

When Alice Paul went on a hunger 
strike while imprisoned for obstructing 
sidewalk traffic during a vigil for the 
suffrage amendment in front of the 
Wilson White House, she put her life on 
the line for the vote for women. Women 
and men in this country have five 
months in which to build on the work 
and sacrifices of Paul and many others 
by taking one more step toward equal 
rights for women oO 


Dana Mills Powell works in Sojourners 
Peace Ministry. 
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Background Summary 


he Equal Rights Amend 

ment was passed by the 

92nd Congress on March 

22, 1972, and submitted 

to state legislatures for 

ratification. Congress, in 
a preamble to the actual text of the 
Amendment, imposed a deadline of 
seven years in which to achieve 
ratification, In 1978, the 95th Con- 
gress, after a year-long campaign 
initiated by the National Organiza 
tion for Women (NOW), extended the 
deadline for ratification from March 
22, 1979, to June 30, 1982. 

To become a part of the U.S 
Constitution an amendment must be 
ratified by three-fourths, or 38, of the 
states, Thirty-five states, repre- 
senting 72 per cent of the U.S 
population, have ratified the ERA; 
three more are needed. 

The following 15 states have not yet 
ratified the amendment: 


Missouri 
Nevada 

North Carolina 
Oklahoma 
South Carolina 
Utah 

Virginia 


Alabama 
Arizona 
Arkansas 
Florida 
Georgia 
Illinois 
Louisiana 
Mississippi 


For more information about what 
can be done for the ERA Countdown 
Campaign, write NOW, 425 13th St. 
NW, Washington, DC 20004; phone 
(202) 347-2279. 


The Equal Rights 
Amendment: 
(Complete text) 


Section 1. 

Equality of rights under 
the law shall not be 
denied or abridged by 
the United States or by 
any State on account of 
sex. 


Section 2. 

The Congress shall have 
the power to enforce, by 
appropriate legislation, 
the provision of this 
Article. 


Section 3. 

This Amendment shall 
take effect two years 
after the date of 
ratification. 
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The tres were budding 
the birds were singing 
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Kahlil Gibran's letter; from 
Mary Haskill’s Fournal 
May 23, 1924 
PROGRESS? 

And oh, what joys technology brings! 

A dolly that wets 

A dolly that sings 

If you're an adult, 

We've got one for you 


An inflatable dolly 





That you blow up and screw. 
For cleaning up after 
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the whole earth was shining 
And suddenly T was the tres 


and there was no I at all... 
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TIME 


Like 
cotton candy it 


evaporates in your mouth 
I REMEMBER APRIL 

and leaves the 
Sprinkles of laughter 

life sinking and sliding 
splashing down an echoing hall 

on your tongue, 
smiles opening a face with crescendos 

Like a wisp of smoke that 
of happiness 

reaches for 
Hair swirl and counter swirl 

the height of the 
haloing eyes that saucer a face 

sky 
blooming with warm delight 

and just when it is 
Snow slipping down nose cheek 

ready to 
and chin 


grab it 
tickling a mouth with 
the wind 
cool fondness 
it into 
Twinkled imperious eyes 
oblivion, 
finding fondling forevering 
Don Oswell 


Inside a curiosity 

an interest 

a desire to understand 

A quiet 

A mindfull of thoughts 

patterning timeless time 

sectioning and sanctioning 

with thoughts of private privacy 

Like a reflection through a mirror past 


she beams through our misty midst 


still. 


JS spend a moment daydreaming 
Rememberong the past. 

The happy days J spond, with you, 
And knowing tt couldn't last, 

The war did crul things to us, 

St cut: ner love apart, 

And forced us oing separate ways, 
ae tender fee 
We are $0 close; and. yet, $0 fia 
We gave our hearts to someone dse 


But J think of you so much | 
by Bey 


sweet taste of 


Pull your roots out of me 
entwined and ancient 
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